The Safety Catch

With as much dignity as could be mustered by a man who did
not know whether he would be felled by a blow from a fist on his
head, or paralysed by a kick on his behind, John walked out.
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As he entered the large general office, closing the manager's door
behind him, three young men looked up from their desks and
stared enquiringly at him. The largest of these, a young man. called
Trumper, with a humorous long face and an addiction to curly
pipes, rose and pointed significantly to a door in the corner of the
office; and receiving a triumphant nod from John, said in a rumbling
voice, "Look to my telephone for a moment, Joe," and walked off
in the direction he had indicated.
John hung up his hat, put his gloves in his drawer, and following,
found Mr. Trumper leaning with folded arms against a wash-basin
in the gents* lavatory. John put his hands in his pockets and leaned
against the wall.
"Well?" asked Mr. Trumper.
"I've done it this time," in the tone of a man who has just put a
hand-grenade in another man's pocket.
"Done what?" asked Mr. Trumper, resolved to savour sensation
in the words of John's mouth.
"I'm sacked."
"Go on," said Mr. Trumper, drawing these words out to a great
length. His blue eyes, always rather prominent, now protruded,
and his mouth hung for a moment agape. "He's got the guts to do
it, then."
The door opened, and in came Mr. Ferdinand Slogrund, a youth
with hair well-greased and brushed back, a pale and rather pimply face,
and spectacles that gave him an expression of slight astonishment*
"I heard him say 'Out,- " he said, closing the door and leaning
against it. "Out of the room or the job?".
"Both. I'm sacked, kds ... but I told him the Dirty Secret"
"You didn't!" exclaimed Mr. Trumper and Mr. Slogrund as one.
John turned round and contemplated the face of a dismissed
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